
WIT AND WISDOM.IT IS A FACT
THAT

NEWS
A national salute "Here's to you I"
A sage hen one who avoids th

hawk.
Many an unluoky sailor has met s

shark-in- g fate.
A man that is variable is not esteemed

very able by his neighbors.
Mabbyino a drunkard to reform him

is like drinking up medicine to save it.
A Chicago dealer advertises corsets

for ten cents. It's wonderful how
cheap squeezing has become in this
country. .

Boston is an inconsistent town. Her
Milk street is a whole mile away from
Water street. How are they to' get to
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THE "EXXI SIDE."

E.CLEMENT

IS OFFERING FOR SALE, AT PRICES
AS LOW AS GOOD WORK CAN

BE AFFORDED, A LARGE
VARIETY OF

FIRST-CLAS-S

FURNITURE
CHAMBER SETS,

-- Cam aifl Wood Seat Mrs
Bedsteads,

Mattresses,
Lounges,

PARLOR FURNITURE

&C, &C, &iC.

ri IT' I I f rt Mla nice Assornaeiii 01 uamp unairs

The be?t place to buy

CARPETS,
i ho has over Twenty-fiv- e Different Styles to

elect from, at Boston Prices.

Paints, Oils, Varnishes,
In Large Stock and Best Material.

AGENTS FOR THE AYERILL AND AS-

BESTOS PREPARED PAINTS.

Ail kind o( PAIXTING done at reasonable
rales, and by the best of help.

line MACHINES

JTor Slo iiikI to Kent.

Call ard nauiiaa goods and prices bo-for-e

purchasing elsewhere.

VV. E. CLEMENT,
. MORRISVILLE, VT.

Wl. H. BLAKE, 2d.
tVbfilesa'e avd Rta'l Feiler in

iiniiiiir ! .heir

HARDWARE

Troii,
ISTails,

Glass,

PAINTS, OILS, VffllSHES

BRUSHES,

Brooms, Wooden Ware,

Tin Vare,

TABLE AND POCKET

2UTIa22R1T !

Carlisle Maters' anfl BiacMtf

SUPPLIES
Of Every I ox;i-ii- t Ion.

MARVIN

PATENT AV IT EELS

ORIGINAL

Concord Axles.

HiZARD'S POWDER.

NO. 1 BLAKE BLOCK,
8WAXTON, VT.

JOB

Done at this Office
NOTE HEADS,

LEITEK HEADS,

STATEMENTS,

SHIPPING TAGS,

ETC., ETC.

Prices the Very ' Lowest.

PARK, VERMONT,

CHARACTERISTICS OF TBE CROWS.

A Notable TribeWhat Gen. Brisbin
says of Tbem.

The Mountain Crown! as their name
indicates, says Gen. Brisbin, are moun-
taineers, and hunt the mountain sheep
and wild goats along tue crags of the
Big Horn. They we almost as fleet as
the wild deer, and, like most people
raised among the mountains, are enter-
prising in war to a degree that makes
them most terrible enemies to contend
with. They numljer 2,150 souls, and
have associated withttem 900 River
Crows and about 250 Rajnfeck and Nez
Perce Indians, who bf.v intermarried
and assimilated until tJmh- - interests are
identical with thoC-tV- ? CJcows anil
wonld naturally wake tuem allies in
war. I know the Crow Indians well,
and have a deep sympathy for them, and
I should regret exceedingly the neces
sity of fighting them. No such neces-

sity can exist unless ire make it, but
that we will make a wai necessary there
is no doubt, for the Crows have rich
lands and mines, which have excited the
cupidity of the white man, and when
the white man's cupidity is once aroused
he will murder, rob or do anything to
gratify his appetite for gain, and then
excuse his acts under the name of war.
Six years ago, in my headquarters at
Fort Ellis, Iron Bull, the venerable
chief of .the Crows, asked me if there
was no way by which h could keep his
lands for his people. I frankly told him
I knew of no way so likely to prevail as
to fight for them. A lot of white men
had gotten up a scheme to give the
Crows a new reservation in the Judith
Basin, and the Governor had been in-

duced to recommend their removal to
it The Crows were greatly distressed,
and Iron Bull came ta see me about it
He said a number of white men had
gone upon his reservation, built cabins
and taken np land. I told him to go
down and put them off his land, pull
down their cabins and notify them if
they came back ho would kill them. He
did so, and there tho matter ended for
the time being. In 1876 in the midst
of a most terrible winter, on February
22, "I was ordered down the Yellowstone
River from Fort Ellis, with instructions
to go to the mouth cf the Big Horn and
relieve a band of adventurers who had
gone upon Sitting Bull's lands and were
surrounded and shut up iu their fort.
The case was urgent, as the adventurers
had been fighting almost every day for
a month. Six had been killed outright,
nine wounded, and the remainder, some
seventeen, were reported out of provi-

sions and on the eve of starvation. I
had but 400 men, while Sitting Bull, I
knew, had 1,500 warriors. The odds
were too great to think cf risking a bat-
tle, and I applicii t tt Governor lor
assistance. He had :io iilitia, but au-

thorized me to call for volunteers. Three
small companies of abont forty men
each were raised, but I still felt I was
too weak to contend with Sitting Bull
should he desire to light In my ex-

tremity I called on Iron Bull to dome
to my aid, and- - he at once offered me a
fine body of 150 warriors. He also said
he would come to the month of Still-
water, at the foot of the mountains, and
place his whole village within one hun-

dred miles of my dist ressed pajople and
be ready to support rie with every man
he had. On our arrival at Stillwater
we found the Crows in camp, and Good-hear- t,

with his warriors, waiting to join
us. The agency employees, abont forty
in number, with CaptainClapp, a broth-
er of the agent, came also and brought
with them one piece of artillery. We
felt now quite strong and moved down
the beautiful valley f tfie Yellowstone,
the Crows keeping nhi advance the
whole way. The Sioit fell back and
uncovered Fort Poase, Tihere, our white
men were, and on the 6 th day of March,
1876, . we relieved then. There were
seventeen white men and a negro in the
fort, and they had bul; three days' pro-
visions remaining whtn we reached
them. i

Once, while serving at Ellis, I heard
one of my companies of cavalry had
been cut off in the mountains and sur-
rounded by Sioux. Knowing I could
not reach tbem in timj to save them if
the report was true I cent a swift run-
ner to Iron Ball, who was in that part
of the country with hh village, and
asked him to send quickly a picked
body of warriors to the, assistance of my
men. The old chief's reply was as brief
as it was satisfactory. "I had already
heard your young men were in trouble
before your runner came and sent to see
about it It is not true. Your soldiers
have not seen the Sioui and are well."
On another occasion a !liestenant, while
pursuing stolen stock with only seven-
teen men, suddenly". ronStsSiself out-
numbered by the Sioux. ; Ha fell back
fighting, and sent word to the Crows,
who promptly came to his assistance
and drove off the Sioux. 1 might add a
hundred instances to their friendship
for the whites, bnt these will suffice.
The Crow Indians say thay never killed
a white mau except in and
make this their boast. . This is the tribe
the whito men are now net-kin- to make
a war with and despcil them of their
lands. They may suitced, but they
will find that the Cro wg have many
warm friends, and that the soldiers of
the Second United States Cavalry (the
only cavalry in the Cro'v country) will
not fight them if thy nan possibly
avoid it. For ten years tbe officers and
soldiers of this regimen t made common
cause against the Sioux, and they would
not now willingly turn their arms upon
their old friends nod allies in so many
campaigns.

Tho Crows from long association with
thr whites have learned perfectly their
methods of warfare aud would prove
ngly customers to handle. They ride
in column, wheel by fonrs and under-
stand the force of the concentrated
charge, massing and pressing, bnt their
great forte is individual warfare, steal-id- g

unawares upon their enemies and
making sudden attacks. Their great
war chief, Long Horse, was killed nine
years ago by the Sious rear Baker's
battle field, bnt they have many able
chiefs left who are capable of leading
the young men to war. Iron Boll is
now very old and utterly opposed to
war. He will never light the whites if
ho can possibly avoid is, bat ones, en-

gaged he will never surrender while" he
has a nian left to strike a blow, When

gether ?

Theke is nothing that eo goads
spirited woman to madnena, as the re-

alization that any man controls her
husband.

Is it the interests of love and the
jealousy of conquest that render friend-
ship between women so lukewarm and
of so short duration ?

Hindu saying : Large rivers, great
trees, wholesome plants and wealthy
persons are not created for themselves,
but to be of service to others.

Children are travelers newly arrived
in a strange country ; we snouia
therefore make conscience not to mis-

lead them.
To bb of in another per

son's mind is in itself no wrong doing,
although it may signify some discom-
fort to yourself.

Tbub glory takes root, and even
spreads. All false pretenses, like flow-

ers, fall to the ground, nor can any
counterfeit last long.
He who ascends to mountain top shall find --

The loftiest jpcaks most wrapped in clouds
and snow,

For who surpasses or subdues mankind,
Must look down on the hate of those below

In some ways disappointment is as
good as success, for it does not prevent
the sincerity of your good intentions,
nor alter the truth of your good feel-
ings.

A lady announces that she will re-

ceive pupils on the piano. Let it be a
concert grand, then, so that every one.
may have a foothold. Boston Commer-
cial Bulletin

The son of an emir had red hair, of
which he was ashamed, and wished to
dye it, but his father said: "Nay, my
son ; better so live that all fathers shall
wish their sons had red hair. "

One of the inscriptions upon the wall
of the room in which the Wisconsinx
Dairymen's Association held its recent
annual meeting was : "Talk to your
cow as you would to a lady."

A New Yorker who had offered $50
to any one who would remove his
bunion, now turns around and wants
$10,000 because a street car accommo-
dated him.

"Dan Rice," says the Detroit Free
Press, "claims to be the only man in
this country who ever received a salary
of $1,000 per week for nine years with-
out laying up a einglo dollar."

"Do you know, my dear," said a
husband to bis wife, "that there is
never divorce case without a woman,

i. it ?" Her response was, "Do yon.
know, my love, that there is never a
breach of promise case without a very
mean man in it ?"

A Kentucky office-seek- er dreamed
that he saw in the distance the fattest
office be had ever looked upon ; but ju3t
then President Arthur, wearing a
Gainsborongtt hat, stepped iu between
him and tho prize, and ho awoke.
LouisvilleM Journal.

" I jvst went out to see a friend for
a moment," remarked Jones to his wife,
as he returned to his seat in the theatre.
" Indeed," replied Mrs. J., with sarcas-
tic surprise, "I supposed, from the odor
of your breath, that you had been out
see your worst enemy." Jones winced.

A political speaker noted for his
long-winde- d harangues, said to the pre-

siding officer of a meeting, just before
he was introduced : "I really do not
know what to talk about, called upon
so suddenly." "Well," said the pre-

siding officer, "if you want to please
the audience talk about five minutes."

A nobleman had married three wives
who had been his servants. A beggar
woman meeting him one day in the
6treet made him a very low courtesy.
"Ah, bless your lordship," she said,
"and send you loDg life, for if you do
but live long enough we shall all be
ladies in time."

"May I leave some timidly tracts?''
asked a peddler of a Western farmer.
"May you leave somo trucks ?" was the
brutal reply, "may you leave some
trucks ? Yes, you may, and if you will
leave 'em right off and leave 'em with
the hubs toward the door I'll be
obliged."
Envt must be ; e'en let her feed her grudge !

Truth will shine ont when time shall b Uia

judge;
Tis an old use that hath been, and will be,

That where the sun his liberal light may
throw,

The heat coms with It, and the gra will
grow.

How people do change, to be sure.
There are the Pingreys, for instance.
Six months ago, before they were mar-

ried, when Henry used to leave her
honse, Martha would stand Rt the gate
and throw kisses at him until he was

out of sight This morning, when ha
left home, instead of a kiss, Martha
threw a fire-shove- l. Boston Tran-
script.

A Scotch minister was once bney
catechising his young parishioners be-

fore the congregation, when he put the
first question to a stout girl whose
father kept a publio house : " What is

your name ?" No reply. The question
having been repeated, the girl replied :

" Nane o' yer fun, Mr. Minister; ye ken
my name weel eneuch. D'ye no say
when ye come to our house ou a night,

Bet, bring me some ale !' "

LETTEB LANGCAGK.

The farmer feeds the bloatin? u u,
The sailor sails the e c,

The gardener plants the p p, he does,
The printer takes his e e.

The owl looks very y y
At everything he t.

The schoolboy dots his i i

And crosses all his 1 1.

rBOVERBS A8 THEY MIGHT DE.

A nALF loaf is better than a whole
loafer.

Full-lengt- h ttatues stand all kinds
of weather.

It is easier to run in debt than to
crawl out again.

Always judge a man by his depth
instead of his length.

Nc man can afford to put on airs un
less he can raise the wind.

The wheel of fortune runs slow, be-oau- se

its felloes are tired.
Few men are aware they possess a

conscience uutil caught committing a
crime.

A man never swears vengeance on his
neighbor's deg only when his own

cauine cannot lick him.

Many a man owes his success in life
to tho hisses of bis enemies, instead o(

the plaudits of his friends.

A Boston (Jlrl's Freak.

SHE JOINS AN INDIAN TRIBE TO LEARN ITS
TRADITIONS.

The Sioux City (Iowa) Journal tells
this romantio story: Many of the Jour-
nal readers ' have doubtless heard of
Cnshman, the young man who has gone
to live among the Pueblo Indians, of
New Mexico, as one of the tribe, that
he may learn the customs, traditions,
and religion of this interesting and ex-

clusive people. It may interest those
who have heard of Cnshman to know
that for the pant seven months there has
been living with the Omahas, thirty
miles below this city, an educated young
lady a Boston lady, too who is for
the time a member of the tribe, because
she hopes in this way to learn some- -

thiag of the inner life of this, the oldest
tribe, excepting the Pawnees, in this
part of the West

This lady, Miss A. C. Fletcher, was
in the city on Tuesday with Dr. Wilkin-
son, agent of the Omahas and Winne-bago- s.

The agent says that on taking
charge of the Omahas a few weeks ago
he found this lady with them and nearly
starved. During the lady's brief visit
to the city a Journal reporter had the
pleasure of meeting her. He did not
interview, but was 'interviewed, the
subject being the mound builders' works
on the Broken Kettle Creek, a few
miles north of the city. He began to
say that G. R. Marks had made some
excavations, and his theory was "I
do not care for his theory. I wish to
know what he found," was the observa-
tion of this disciple of original informa-
tion. Miss Fletcher is a brunette,
solidly built, about twenty-fiv- e years
old, rather good-lookin- and with a
directness of speech and a way of stand-
ing silent while irrevlevant conversa-
tion is going on that probably comes of
her present mode of life. Miss Fletcher
intimated to Dr. Wilkinson that before
coming to the Omahas she Lad been
with some of the warlike northern
tribes, and from her present place of
study she would go to the New-Mexi-

Pueblos, thence to the Flatheads of
Washington Territory, and return east
by the way of the Sioux country.

Possibly lady readers of the few par-
ticulars that could be obtained abont
their scientific sister may be interested
to know that the Omahas have not wan-

dered far from where they are now lo-

cated, as far as either Indian tradition
or the accounts of explorers tell. Lewis
and Clark's expedition found them at
Blackbird Hills, only a few miles above
their present agency. The Pawnees,
supposed by the wise in these matters
to be an older people in these part?,
have been hustled about from place to
place by the whites, and so are not as
good subjects for investigation. Tbis
probably induced Miss 'Jetoher to se-

lect the Omahas as a study. On the
coutrary, the LSioux, if Indian
tradition is to be believed, are a new
people. The tradition is that a party of
wild young men of different tribes
banded themselves together to make a
new tribe. This was in the Blackfeet
country, near the head of the South
Saskatchawan River, away to the north-
west of Fort Benton. These Romans
of the North marched on, conquering
and absorbing the tribes they subdued,
marrying such wives as pleased them.
Their course was to the south and east,
and was not interrupted until the whites
came in from the east

Hypocrisy at Public Dinners.

Ralph Waldo Emerson, in the Cen-

tury Magazine, says : "I once attended
a dinner given to a great State function-
ary by functionaries men of law, State
and trade. The guest was a great man
in his own country, and an honored
diplomatist in this. His health was
drunk with some acknowledgment of
his distinguished services to both coun-

tries, and followed by nine cold hur-

rahs. There was tbe vicious superla-
tive. Then the great official 6poke and
beat his breast, and declared that he
should remember this honor to the
latest moment of his existence. He
was answered again by officials. Pity,
thought I, they should lie so about
their keen sensibility to the nine cold
hurrahs and to the' commonplace com-

pliment of a dinner. Men of the world
value truth, in proportion to their abil-

ity, not by its eacredness, but for its
convenience. Of such, especially of
diplomatists, one has a right to expect

wit and ingenuity to avoid the lie, if
they must comply with the form.
Now, I had been present a little before
in the country at a cattle-sho- dinner,
which followed an agricultural discourse
delivered by a farmer ; the discourse, to
say the truth, was bad ; and one of our
village fathers gave at the dinner this
toast : ' The orator of the day ; his
subject deserves the attention of every
farmer.' The caution of the toast did
honor to our village father. I wish
great lords and diplomatists had as
much respect for truth." .

A Noble Teacher.

Mr. Frank V. Rafter, Principal of a

school in East St Louis, III., saved one
of his pupils from drowning on Friday.
The boy broke through the ice of a pond
near the school-hous- e at the noon recess,
and the teacher, hearing the other
children scream, ran upon the pond,
and, the ice breaking under him, broke
his way to the point where the boy went
down and then dived to the bottom.
Luckily he found the. boy and brought
him to the surface. Then, however, he
had a hard struggle breaking his way
again to the shore. Finally he reached

it, half dead himself from fatigue and
cold and life almost extinct in tho boy.

Titles. In searching the title to a
piece of shipyard property in Marble-hea- d

reoently, a queer deed was found

in which a boundary line is described
as extending from a peno 1 mark on a

barn to a pencil mark on tne scnooi-hous- e

fence. This description is almost
as absurd as the imaginary one once
conjured up by Rufus Choate to ridicule
the other side in a cause which he was

tryiug. "You might as well say," said

Mr. Choate, " ' Starting with a blue-ja- y,

thence to a swarm of bees in hiving
time." "

It is said that a Brooklyn landlord
never smiles except when he can charge
it to his tenants.

LESSON OF THE WATEBMILL.

" Bat this I say, brethren, the time is short.
Listen to the watermlll

Through the livelong day,
How the clicking of its wheel

Wears the hours away !

Languidly the autumn wind
Stirs the forest leaves.

From the fields the reapers sing
Binding up the sheaves ;

And a proverb haunts my mind
As a spell is cast :

"The mill cannot grind
With the water that is past''

Autumn winds revive no more
Leaves that once are shed.

And the sickle cannot reap
Corn once gathered ;

Flows the ruffled streamlet on
Tranquil, deep and Btill ;

Never gliding back again
. To the watemiiU;

speaks that proverb old
With a meaning vast

" The mill cannot grind
With the water that is past"

Take the lesson to thyself,
True and loving heart ;

Golden youth is fleeting by,
Summer hours depart ;

Learn to make the most of life,
Lose no happy day.

Time will never bring thee back
Chances swept away !

Leave no tender word unsaid,
Love while love shall last ;

"The mill cannot grind
With the water that is past."

Work while yet the daylight shines,
Man of strength and will !.

Never does the streamlet glide
Useless by the mill ;

Wait not till sun
Beams upon thy way,

All that thou canst call thine own
Lies in thy "to-da- y;

Power and Intellect and health
May not always last ;

The mill cannot grind -

Wilh the water that is past"

Oh, the wasted hours of life
That have drifted by !

Oh, the good that might have been
Lost without a sigh !

Love that we might once have saved
By a single word.

Thoughts conceived but never penned
Perishing unheard ;

Take the proverb to thine heart
Taie and hold it fast

"The mill cannot grind
With the water that is past."

Sarah Doudsey.

John Law's Crash.

LEAVES FBOM THE ROMANCE OF A GBEAT

FINANCIAL CRASH.

From the Philadelphia Press.
French finance, like French affairs,

presents some of the most stupendous
vicissitudes known in fiscal operations.
The Gallic race exceeds every other in
the by tern and extent of its economies.
Were-Kol- d to perish from the face of all
the earth, the Etockings of the French
peasantry would prove a second Pern.
But concurrent with this thrifty secre-
tion of the peasant rages the passion for
sndden gain. Hence, while the shrewd
est savers and the most adroit investors,
the French are, at the same time, most
reckless and credulous speculators. The
nation has changed but little since the
colossal scheme of publio stocks in
1716, when the golden vision of John
Law ended in the cataclysm of French
credit

It was when the horizon hung lowest
and blackest that a young Scotchman
invoked the good offices of those in the
confidence of the reigning voluptuary
to bring about a meeting. In those good
old times the ceremonial hedging the
majesty of the Prince was more potent
than the bayonets, tnrrets, chain-armo- r

and what not guarding the trembling
Czar. The young Scotchman, however,
was hard-heade- d, resolute under rebuff,
intrepid under calumny. He reached
Philippe in the end, as the diseased Nero
breakfasted one morning with his diver-
sified harem in the Palais Royale. The
treasury empty, the finance ministers at
their wits' end, John Law for he was
the young Scotchman gained the
Prince's good will so soon as he laid bis
project before him. . What was the pro-
ject? The old, old story. To make
something out of nothing. In other
words, to hypothecate the national pos-

sessions and issue paper certificates
based on the common property of the
kingdom.

The fame of the project spread. It
was like the babble of lucent brooks
under August skies, or the balm of
sleep in the dying hour of battle, to the
nation sinking into the acute stages of
insolvency. To a people despoiled by
the usury of the rich, the effect of the
young Soot's apothegms 'may be im-

agined, for Law inaugurated his stu-
pendous schemes rather to illustrate the
democratic doctrine of the equalities in
values than to enrich either France, her
friends or himself. Indeed, of himself
he never wasted a thought or preoccu-
pation save when his life became en-

dangered by the machinations of cabal.
The rationale of his projects may be
summed up in this one expression
which profoundly moved Paris: "There
is no surer sign of a State rushing into
poverty than dearness of money. The
just office of money is-t-o give the bor-

rower, as well as the lender, an equal
share of all that it is capable of produc-
ing, or what may be drawn from its use
or investment. Usury, while pretend-
ing to benefit the borrower, in the end
ruins him, and makes money a tyrant
instead of a servant." Curious enough,
while the million saw the inevitable
tendency of this doctrine, the aris-
tocracy and usurers seemed to have no
conception of the route such a march
must inevitably take, nor the cul de sac
that it would bring up in.

The bank was barely opened when the
fever fell upon France. The grave
chronicles of the time read like pages
from the Minerva romances. Not only
a new idea had evoked a new train of
thought, but from the Scot's fervid
brain there seemed to spring a new order
of man and woman kind. Law had dis-

covered that amazing secret " Credit'
He had touched the inexhaustible rich-
ness of the nation. No intellect, how-
ever untrained or unenlightened, but
left the glimmering of a great truth
that the son of toil, as well as the capi-
talist, was to deposit his promise to pay
to the new bank, and that, holding the
national thrift as security, the bank was
to issue notes which took the place of
specie. In a fortnight the most amas-in- g

transformations were witnessed.

Rich and poor, nobles and prelates,
princes and envoys of princes, strove on
common ground for these rustling
parchments, signed by the Scotch
Midas. Grotesque metamorphoses sig
nalized all ranks of society. The valet
of the morning retired at night a mil-

lionaire. 'Washerwomen withdrew after
a day's scramble rich as duchesses. All
classes were confounded, all the orders
obliterated.

Surely the Scotch wizard was keep-
ing his word. The National Bank had
become as he promised, the distributor
of the publio riches ; the strong box of
the millionaires, the savings bank of the
poor. The effect now began to be felt
in every fibre of the State. Languish-
ing industry revived, internal manu-
factures throve ; the seaports began to
resound to the unaccustomed cries of
merchant fleets, trade with America
and the Indies began to expand. France,
in faot had, like Aladdin, gotten hold of
the lamp that the slaves of the mines
obeyed when the proper signal was
given that the evil genii obeyed when
an alien hand gave the sign. To add to
the publio delirium the Scot took
the entire burden of debt upon his own
shoulders. For the first time since the
Gauls had browsed peacefully on the
Rhone, Loire and Seine, there were no
internal taxes. But singularly as the
Scot was justified in his expectations
and predictions, he was not permitted
to begin his scheme on the colossal
scale that he had originally designed.
The original idea of Bank and Company
was carried out It is with this phase
of the enterprise that Law loses charac
ter of hard headed sagacity, and be-

comes something like the reokless
Goulds and Vanderbilts of to-da- y.

Dazzling as the initial movements
proved, the young stranger was not yet
omnipotent. He held the alembic, in
whose secrets lay the conversion of
houses, lands, crops and what not into
goldr He controlled the magnet which
drew irresistibly all France and thou-
sands from stranger lands into the auri
ferous vortex. He became a French
man and a Catholic, and at once re
ceived the appointment of Comptroller
of the Royal finances. His way thus
clear he proceeded to stupefy his friends
and enemies by the culminating trans
formation in this golden legend. Forty
years before Law's appearance in 1G80

the adventurous La Salle, penetrating
far beyond the Puritan settlements on
the Atlantio course, had in navigating
the Illinois come upon the Mississippi

which he called "Mesehacebi." Fol
lowirg it with wonder he reached the
tropio luxuriance of the Gulf, and gave
the name of Louisiana, in honor of
Louis XIV., to the vast country between
the Ohio and the Gulf. The marvels of
the new land threw the French into a
fever of anticipation, bnt as the king-
dom was then in extremes through tbe
disastrous wars with the coalition, but
small effort at colonization began.
Now, however, this great waste of
treasure, rivalling Peru and Mexico in
the imagination, was to be exploited.
Law incorporated the "Company of the
West," with a capital of one hundred
millions.

Marvelous as had been the first ven
ture, this essay overshadows everything
known in the history of finance. Law's
prospectus, making adroit use of the
picturesque and imaginative descrip
tlons of La Salle and his fellow-adve- n

turers, aroused France to delirium.
The nation was about to rival the colo
nies ol &pam and .Britain, .trench
argosies were to cover the coast of
Europe, and America bring the grain
and precious stones of a country large
as India, and a millionfold more pro
lific than the mines of the Incas, which
had given Spain the domination of the
world the century before.

The stockholders, endowed with un
heard of privileges, really controlled
the markets and materials of the realm.
But the competition was, for the mo
ment, like the rush of Niagara to the
slow turgid flow of a woodland stream.

The Indian Company, or "Compagnie
d'Occident," as it was known, started
with a capital cf $100,000,000, divided
into 200,000 shares of 2500 each. To
the new company was added the old
commercial intercourse of the East
Indies and China, already more prolific
for France than England, for it was not
until near a half century later that the
adventurer Clive wrested the Indian
colonies from Franoe, which are to-da- y

the source of England's commercial
prowess. . Were there time and were
this the place, the story of Law's gi-

gantic designs would be both profitable
and absorbing. He aimed at nothing
less than the conversion of the kingdom
into a vast mart, the heart of the com-
mercial system of the world, whose
ganglions should flow with the blood of
the earth's riches from its remotest ex-

tremities. Like the present Union
Generale, based curiously enough, on
Law's general system, the

buying their stock from the
mother company gave the necessary
working capital and at tho same time
supplied the enormous dividends that
swelled the pockets of tho millions
swirled into this new delirium. In an
incredibly short time the fleets of Law
covered the Spanish main and tbe Mid-
dle Atlantio. He had dispatched a
Governor to Illinois, colonists in armies
poured down the Mississippi and the
new wants created gave employment to
millions hitherto wasting in penury or
unrecompensed feudalism of the grand
signeurs. Offshoot after offshoot fol-

lowed in scores, the mother company
realized as high as 500 and 1,000 per
cent, on the operations. Tle master of
such wealth and the processes of pro-
ducing it, Law was accorded the right
of coining all the money of the State.
We reach the apogee of- - tbia stupen-
dous drama at this point in June, 1719.
France, the Continent, was gorged with
wealth. Law paid the publio debt.
His funding operations, though saving
millions to the State, enriched the cred-
itors, for thoy were paid in the stock of
the India Company, which was at an
enormous premium, above not only
gold, but every species of investment

Law, amazed and terrified by the
terrific conditions he had evoked, strove
in vain to check tho reijning madness.
He launched on the market a block of
thirty millions in a single week as well
strive to choke the Delaware by turning
Fairmount Reservoir into its bed. The
mischief was done. The fabulous suc

cess of his system was its ruin. Millison
no longer satisfied. Ten and twenty
millions were the vague limits each
gambler set upon his gains. Then fol
lowed snch a picture cf human abase-
ment as, happily for mankind, few knew
of at the time, and but few take the
trouble to trace now after 200 years of
oblivion, a picture which would seem a
monstrous caricature of human passion
and baseness were not the Black Friday
and the present crash open to the whole
world to see and marvel at. The nobles
who had immemorially disowned money
making, if not money-gettin- g, by any
of the appliances of commerce, sux
rounded Law in ranks of cringing syco
phancy.
' The result Was readily to be foreseen.
In spite of the most brilliant resources,
an inexhaustible fecundity of expedi
ents, ttie vast fabric tottered. Law,
great in his triumph, became terrified.
He was only saved from being torn in
pieces by taking refuge in the Palais
Royale with his patron, the Regent,
who, to his credit, remained constant to
the last though it was through his
own duplicity the disaster had been
brought about. For the Regent had
sold himself to the English Caurt, and
one part of the price was the ruin of
Law, and the obliteration of his vast
system for the aggrandizement of France
through colonization and commerce.
The anarchy of quite another sort of
madness followed. In the present chaos,
fear was the impulse and despair the
ruling passion. The big stockholders
sent for the redemption of their stock-cart- s,

and some carried away as high as
three carts laden with gold. But terror
was not to be checked any more than
hope, and Law,after herculean efforts,
deseited by the court, discarded by the
Regent, erected his last barricade against
the rising tide. The company pro-
claimed that in future the Royal Bank
would be governed by the company's
directors alone ; that under no circum-
stances wonld the company be com-

pelled to make advances to tbe King ;

that in future the company would sell
no more stock. This checked the panic,
but it ruined the speculators. It main-
tained the value of the bank's circula-
tion, while restraining the specnlation
on shares. The treasury allied to Eng-
land, and the jobbers procured an edict
fixing the value of the shares at a certain
sum redeemable on presentation at the
bank. That was the end of the India
Company. The inevitable result fol-

lowed. Paris next day was a mob of
gibbering madmen. The horrors of the
callapee terrified the court The chief
agencies in the tragedy were summarily
exiled to save their heads from popular
fury.

. How to Trim a Lamp.

There is snch a vast difference in both
the quantity and quality of light prom-
ised by a common coal oil or a kerosene
lamp when properly trimmed and that
produced by the same lamp when im-

properly trimmed, that it is surprising
how any one of ordinary intelligence
and observation can be satisfied to use,
even for a single hour, an Imperfectly
trimmed lamp. Yet, strange to say, a
large proportion of the millions of kero-
sene lamps that are in nightly use are
not trimmed as they should be. Care-
less housekeepers and stupid servants
think "it will jnst do as well," in trim-
ming a lamp, to break the charred wick
with the fingers, to saw it with a rough
knife, or to haggle it with a pair of dull
shears, as it will to clip it smoothly and
evenly with a sharp trimmer. But peo-
ple who are fastidious enough to care
for a light they can read, sew, or do any
kind of work by, with satisfaction and
comfort, know that such is not the fact.

Since kerosene came into use as a
light-producin- g agent, various imple-
ments for trimming lamps have been
patented and placed upon the market ;
but, after a pretty thorough examina-
tion of the most of them, says a corre-
spondent, I incline to the belief that
nothing has yet been invented for the
purpose quite so convenient, cheap and
effective as a pair of ordinary, medium-size- d

scissors. To do the work proper-
ly, however, the scissors must be sharp,
for it is impossible to trim a lamp per-
fectly without a sharp trimmer.

The belief is quite general that to
prevent a lampwick from flaring at the
corners and breaking the chimney, it
must be cut rounding, to correspond
with the cap or cover of the burner.
My experience, however, coupled with
close and cireful observation, leads me
to the conclusion that the way to trim
a lamp so as to secure the very best
result to get the most and pleasantest
light with the least breakage of chim
neys is to cut the wick parallel with
the top of thi burner.

When ready to trim the lamp remove
the chimney. Raise the cap of the
burner. Turn np the wick, and, with a
pair of sharp scissors, clip it even with
the top of the tube. Be careful not to
cut or squeeze the tube with tho scis-

sors. See that no lint or thread re-

mains on the wick, and that it has not
been pushed out of its perpendicular
position and cut diagonally. Close the
cap over the tube, put the chimney in
place, and the lamp is ready for use. If
these directions are strictly followed, it
will, when lighted, yield a broad,
straight-edge- flame, without a notch
or indentation in it, and furnish a clear,
pleasant, steady light. Try it and see.

Pickerel Fishing-- .

Tho editor of tha Fall River, (Miss.
News, who is fond of fishing through
the ice for pickerel, thus describes the
conditions under which he has found the
sport most satisfactory : " A good time
to catch pickerel through the ice is when
it is covered with snow and the sun is
6hining brightly. Cut the holes through
the ice 12 feet apart, and in a group, in-

stead of running them out in a straight
line. The sun shining in the holes cut
in this form is a successful lure for tho
fish. A live mummychog is better bait
than a shiner, because he is always
at work. He cannot keep still, while
the shiner is apt to have a lazy spell
after being placed on the hook. Any
tackle that gives Mr. Fickerel 10 feet of
slack line as soon as he bites is a good
one. Another advantage of placing the
holes in a cluster is that when you have
a bite yon are close by and can attend to
business,"

he heard that the white men had found
gold at Clark's Fork, on his reservation,
Jron Bull immediately sent them word
to continue to dig and he would cede
them the lands. When the Northern
Pacifio Railroad ran its line through the
Crow reservation the Indians pulled up
the stakes and threw them into the Yel-

lowstone River, but Iron Bull said this
would not do and roundly scolded the
Indians for disturbing the white men's
stakes. He last year made a treaty with
the railroad commissioners, granting
them the right of way for the paltry
sum of $20,000. The Northern Pacifio
Tuns through the Crow lands for a dis-

tance of over fifty miles along the south
bank of the Yellowstone River!

XairoTT Escape front Iceberg's.

While our ships were lying quietly at
the foot of this immense and wonderful
creation of ice, it happened that on the
morning of the 16th, the bergs immedi-
ately to seaward, of us commenced
whirling along in all directions, acted
upon either by different sets of the tide,
caused by a quiet avalanche at some
short distance away, or else by a vast
bodily pressure outward from the gla-

cier itself. However that may be, our
danger was imminent. The wind was
blowing strongly, so we double-reefe- d

the topsails, cast off and made sail. The
only passage of egress was between two
borgs that towered loftily over our.
mastheads. These were fast closing to-

gether ; we had to run the gauntlet,
and not one moment too soon ; in fact,
ten seconds later, and I believe we
should all have perished, and the ship
have been smashed into pieces.

It was a sight to be once seen and ever
remembered. Sir James Ross standing
near the men at the helm, directing by
the motion of his hands, perfectly self--

possessed, more handsome and noble
looking in his then cool and command-
ing attitude than ever, every eye fixed
upon him, or painfully watching the
close distance between the majestic ar-

biters of a fearful doom. Our very
breath was held as each and all seemed
to await the inevitable fiat of the angel
of destruction. Moments became hours
as the vessel's length forged through.
Crash I crash ! not a word, not a move
ment.

The lofty giants had closed on our
quarters, thrown one of our boats in
board on the deck, crushing her and
her davits ; the ship, checked, staggered
for a moment ; the noise of her rushing
through the water reverberated up the
sides of the bergs, when, just as we ex-

pected to be overborne and flung into
eternity, our noble vessel, that seemed
to tTTire in the exquisite tension of the
moment, slipped through, clear of the
splendid masses, that, losing all their
terrors, now commanded our admiration,
with full liberty of breathing action re
sumed. Life was before ns again. The
very ship was endeared to her crew from
that moment, for had not her very tim
ber assumed a vital energy in the peril-
ous moment ? Did she not seem almost
to share our joy and relief when, as it
were, passing through death's icy grip,
she so nobly plunged again into clear
water? But a fresh ecene had arisen
before our eyes.

Countless icebergs of enormous mag- -'

nitude had gathered round in all direc-

tions, obliging us again to yield obedi-

ence to their sway, unable to thread our
way to the open sea. Most fortunately
the mysterious commotion in the water
had ceased, and these colossal monu-
ments of arctic solitude had become mo-

tionless. We looked up to their sum-
mits with a mixed feeling of wonder and
awe, and gazing among the tortuous
passages formed by the accidental variety
of their positions, were fnlly impressed
with the certainty that no snoh mighty
display or marvelous panorama wonld
ever again confront our astonished
senses. The everlasting glacier, in
quiet repose, during storm or calm,
passing ages failing to alter a feature,
kindles the idea of a convocation of
chaos congealed into a continent of
order, o'erspread by a winding-shee- t

descendant from heaven, and purified
by a glance of the Almighty. "Com
mander Cheyne."

An Alleged Pension Swindle.

"We know," says the Grand Army
Gazette, "of one glaring instance in
which a one-arme- d soldier who was
getting $24 a month, tho full amount he
was entitled to by law, through political
influence had his pension raised to $50
per month, and the Arrears bill gave
him an opportunity to collect nearly

,000 in one lump. Now this man has
a slight wound, he claims, in his leg.
We know he rides well, and can walk
and run well, for we have, in walking
with him, had to request him to take a
slower step. This is only one instance
out of hundreds. They are unfair, un-

just, at least as far as arrears are con
cerned, when so many poor soldiers
who were severely injured only secure

2, $1 and $G per month. This same
gentleman gets a handsome salary of
$4,000 a year from tho government and
does not need to beg, as so many poor
soldiers do. We blame the laws that
givo this power and allow this discrimi-

nation. This case will be a good one for
Congressional investigation."

Honor Among Thieves.

An exchange gives us what it terms
an instance of honor among thieves,
which was said to have been shown at
the late prize fight in Louisiana and
seems to mark the revival of an ancient
professional sentiment regarding en
counters in the ring. The New Orleans
Chief of Police is reported to have re-

ceived promises from the Northern
pickpockets, burglars, and other gentry
who went down to the fight, that they
" would not work the town," but wonld
leave it when the fight was over. This
understanding was so faithfully kept
that even fewer than the ordinary num-

ber of robberies were reported in New
Orleans the two days and nights after.

A Fancy. A fanciful story comes
from Akron, Ohio, that a freedman who
had lost all traces of his family since
the war and had forgotten the name of
his last owner, had a dream not long
since in which the name Alcorn returned
to him, and that he straightway wrote
to ex-Go- Alcorn, of Mississippi, and
through his assistance has rejoined his
mother, brothers, and sisters.

Wisdom in tbe Words-- of a Little
Watercress Sellerl ' '

From the London Queen.

She is only a little watercress seller
not an ideal pleasant .girl out of a
picture, but just a commonplace little
nineteenth century maiden. Her face
is not beautiful ' nor her - drees
picturesque, yet I have long loved her,
though till lately we had never ex-

changed a word. I love her for her
own sake, and for the sake of the lesson
which she has taught me;' though I am
an old man, weary of the wisdom of the
world, and of that making of many
"books which has no end, and she is bnt
a ohild. I work in a prosaic place, a
dull London street, where the light is
never of the bast quality, having to
filter its way through the heavy smoke
blanket in which, spite of all our modern
theories of health and life, we allow our
metropolis to be swathed. As my eyes
are not what they were, I now have my
office table pushed near the window, and
there sit, surrounded by tracts of paper,
oceans of ink, and pens enough to make
a railroad; trying to do my duty in that
state of life to which I was called, dear
me ! how many years ago ? Whenever,
then, I lift my eyes they tire more
quickly since the almond blossoms began
to show above them I see a ceaseless
stream of human life flowing past my
window. A double stream more or less
full according to the hour and the
weather, but never wholly stilL. You
might as well stand on the embank-
ment and wait till all the water had
poured away as watch in this city lane
till all the people have done passing.

I find them when I go down in the
morning, I leave them at night when I
stay late at the office, and only reach
my quiet home as the dinner bell rings
on and on theygo. Human life human
faces ! But it was not of these I meant
to speak, only one of the most frequent
passers by the little girl who sells
water-cresse- s, and sometimes maybe
snowdrops and sweet violets. I am at
my office early, as one who feels that
Old Time and he must soon part com-
pany, and had, therefore, better make
the most of each other. But I must be
early indeed to be at work be-

fore my little maiden, in her
rounds, passes along the dingy street
with her little bit of country stuff in a
basket deftly arranged. Busy is she,
like all the other passers by, bnt not to
pause as she enters the streets to take
a quick glance round and see if there be
any sunshine (watery or smoky though
it be it is sunshine still, and the cats
know it and judiciously promenade or
sit purring in its gleam), and cheerfully
then even if it be late in the day and her
basket heavy with unsold green stuff, as
will now and then happen cheerfully
down the tunny side she goes, crying,
"Watercresses " or "Sweet vi'lets," as
the caso may be.

It is for this deliberate choice I love
her for this that I watched day after
day till recently, in the fresh autumn
morning, I felt moved by an irresistible
impulse to open my window and call to
the child.

" Why did she do so?" I asked, hav-

ing brought thanks to her lips and a
brighter smile to her eyes by a purchase
of some of her wares ; and the answer
I received gave me food for thought

" Please, sir, I'm so little, and mother
says sun makes thiegs grow."

Not a bad recipe, is it ? Most of us
might grow more into the full stature of
tbe self we were meant to be, of that
image in which man was made, if, in
place of hurrying along with downward
faces and knit brows in the shadow of
disappointment and regret, seeing only
the rough stones before us, we would
deliberately and perhaps with an effort,
elect to walk on the sunny side of our
way. Most of us but I am an old man
now and inclined to moralize. Why
should I grow into a modern Polonius ?

Well, well, I have not far to go now ;

perhaps I may as well try to travel for
the rest of my journey along the sunny
side.

An Easy Yictiin.

The Boston Globe says, Mr. B. F.
Townsend, of South Attleboro, Mass.,
relates a sad tale of how he was
"duped" by swindlers iu New York
recently. It seems that Mr. Town-sen- d

received 83,850 by the death of an
aunt in Canada. He wa3 notified by
parties in Now York that he could
draw the money at their office by pay-

ing $3G0, the amount of their commis-

sion due. Although Mr. Townsend did

not have the necessary cash with which

to procure the windfall, he had proper-

ty upon which( he raised the amount,
and then departed for New York. Upon
arriving there he met his agents at a

hotel. The men then escorted Mr.

Townsend through several streets to a
place designated as their office, where

they counted the money out before

their victim's eves, and then placed the
money in one of two satchels. The com
mission of S3G0 was paid, and Jur.
Townsend picked up his satchel and re-

paired to his hotel, where he opened
the satchel for the purpose of counting
the monev himself, when he discovered
that it only contained $25 in money and
a lot of brown paper. Thinking per-

haps thet the agents had given him the
wrong bag he started out to find and
notify them of the serious mistake, but
he could not ascertain their where-

abouts ; neither could he find the of
fice where the business was transacted.
The truth then flashed upon Mr. Town-Ben- d

that he had been swindled.

Lost in the lee.

A dispatch from St John's, New-

foundland, lecites a painful
story of the perils of the wintry sea.
Nine open boats, manned by about fifty
men, caught at sea in a sudden
change of weather, were imprisoned in
a vast field of drift ioe, and though by
extraordinary exertions seven escaped,
two, with their crews, wero carried
away. Such an iucident oocurring on
the Newfoundland coast will revive the
wonder at the great journey of the Jean-uette- 's

boats in the Arctic Ocean from
the New Siberian Islands to the mouth
of the Lena River.

Tom Thumb has become a spiritualist,
but he is not a medium. He's much too
small for medium. He's hardly half
medium. Norrixtown Herald.


